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lire’s  £ol&,  at\&  it's  \sui\tin£  ai\d 
Xt*s  luring  me  ot^as  o f  ol<l; 
et  it  isi^t  the  ijolSL  that  I5ii\ 

0o  ir^ic}\  as  j\istjii\din£  1%  £t>ld. 
tfs  tl\e  spreat,  big;  broad.  lar\t\.  'way  \ip  ymyter. 
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t’s  fchg  beauty  that  thrills  n\£  vdtiy  woi^Ler, 
Xt’s  the  stillness  th^djffds  irv©  witty  peace. 


•  | 


When  the  Prospector’s  pick  has  struck  home  in  the 

Rocky  Mountains  that  traverse  the  Yukon,  a  never-ending 

stream  of  gold  and  other  minerals  will  again  start  and 

startle  the  world.  But: 

This  is  the  law  of  the  Yukon,  and  ever  she  makes  it  plain: 

“  Send  not  your  foolish  and  feeble ;  send  me  your  strong 
and  your  sane.. 

Strong  for  the  red  rage  of  battle;  sane,  for  I  harry  them 
sore ; 

Send  me  men  girt  for  the  combat,  men  who  are  grit  to  the 
core; 

Swift  as  the  panther  in  triumph,  fierce  as  the  bear  in  defeat, 

Sired  of  a  bulldog  parent,  steeled  in  the  furnace  heat. 

Send  me  the  best  of  your  breeding,  lend  me  your  chosen 
ones ; 

Them  will  I  take  to  my  bosom,  them  will  I  call  my  sons; 

Them  will  I  gild  with  my  treasure,  them  will  I  glut  with 
my  meat; 

But  the  others — the  misfits,  the  failures  — I  trample  under 
my  feet.” 


I'rom  “  /  he  Law  of  the  Yuk 


“  Lofty  I  stand  from  each  sister  land,  patient  and  wearily 
wise, 

With  the  weight  of  a  world  of  sadness  in  my  quiet,  passion¬ 
less  eyes; 

Dreaming  alone  of  a  people,  dreaming  alone  of  a  day, 

When  men  shall  not  rape  my  riches,  and  curse  me  and  go 
away; 

Making  a  bawd  of  my  bounty,  fouling  the  hand  that  gave— 

Till  I  rise  in  my  wrath  and  I  sweep  on  their  path  and  I 
stqjftp  them  into  a  gra'v^L 

Dreaming  of  men  who  will  f®  me,  of  women  esteeming 
me  good, 

Of  children  born  in  my  borders,  of  radiant  motherhood, 

Of  cities  leaping  to  stature,  of  fame  like  a  flag  unfurled, 

As  I  pour  the  tide  of  my  riches  in  the  eager  lap  of  the  world.” 

This  is  the  law  of  the  Yukon,  that  only  the  Strong  shall 
thrive ; 

That  surely  the  Weak  shall  perish,  and  only  the  Fit  survive. 

Dissolute,  damned  and  despairful,  crippled  and  palsied  and 
slain, 

This  is  the  will  of  the  Yukon,— Lo !  how  she  makes  it  plain ! 

\,  by  Robert  W.  Service. 
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Scenes  from 

The  Land  of  the  Midnight  Sun 


OR  years  the  need  of  a  complete  Souvenir  Book  of  the  North,  a  book  that  would  fully 
illustrate  and  show  up  to  the  world  at  large  this  “Land  of  Gold,’’  has  been  felt  by  the 
people  of  this  country.  Therefore,  in  publishing  this  Souvenir  Book  we  have  selected 
with  great  care  pictures  from  the  very  earliest  days  of  the  Yukon  and  Alaska  as  well  as 
(scenes  of  to-day.  The  contrasts  shown  in  this  book  are  well  worfch  pondering  over  —  the 
men  struggling  and  toiling  up  the  heights  of  Chilkoot  Pass,  carrying  heavy  burdens  on  their 
backs  —  the  men  floating  downstream  in  rude  boats  and  scows,  those  incidents  in  the  mad  rush  to  the 
Elondyke  Goldfields  which  are  now  only  memories  of  days  gone  by  —  the  scenes  from  Railways  that  will 
now  carry  you  safely  across  those  once  dreaded  heights  and  from  palatial  steamers  that  will  swiftly  convey 
you  through  this  great  Empire  of  ours — the  scenes  from  our  mines,  the  old  windlass  and  up-to-date  hydraulic 
and  dredge  methods — then  the  old  rude  and  unfurnished  cabins,  now  the  well-fitted-up  and  comfortable 
modern  homes — the  then  barren  slopes  now  transformed  into  gardens  producing  all  known  garden  products. 

Such  indeed  is  the  tremendous  change  that  has  been  brought  about  in  the  short  space  of  ten  years, 
and  during  that  time  the  Klondyke  Goldfields  have  poured  out  about  $150,000,000.00  in  gold. 

It  is  the  aim  of  the  publishers  of  this  Souvenir  Book  to  show  plainly  the  conditions  of  the  early  days 
as  compared  with  the  ones  now  existing,  in  order  to  dispel  the  prevalent  idea  that  this  is  only  a  land  of 
snow  and  ice,  and  to  show  plainly  its  glorious  climate,  its  wealth  of  vegetation,  its  fruits  and  flowers,  its 
wealth  in  gold  and  other  minerals.  And  to  tourists  we  wish  to  show  that,  compared  with  “  The  Land  of  the 
Midnight  Sun,"  the  beauties  of  Switzerland’s  mountains,  of  Norway’s  fjords,  of  Italy’s  sun-bathed  beaches, 
fade  into  a  mere  nothing.  Also  this  is  a  land  without  beggars.  From  time  to  time  in  the  future  we  shall 
issue  enlarged  editions  of  this  book. 


Landahl’s  Emporium 


Dawson,  Y.T.,  Canada 


SUMMIT  OF  OH1LKOOT  PASS  DURING  THE  FIRST  RUSH 


THE  LAST  CLIMB  TO  THE  SUMMIT  OF  CHILKOOT  PASS 


TYPICAL  YUKON  INDIANS 

SQUAW  AND  PAPOOSE  INDIAN  GRAVES,  SELKIRK 


INDIAN  CAMP 


WHITEHORSE,  THE  TERMINAL  OF  THE  WHITE  PASS  AND  YUKON  R.R. 


STEAMER  HANNAH,  N.C.  CO 


STEAMER  WHITEHORSE  SHOOTING  THE  FIVE  FINGER  RAPIDS 


STEAMER  WHITEHORSE  LEAVING  DAWSON  FOR  WHITEHORSE 


SCENE  AT  THE  WHITE  PASS  DOCK,  DAWSON 


STREET  SCENE  IN  DAWSON,  1899 


Ltvyjw 


(,£NtRAL 
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STREET  SCENE  IN  DAWSON,  1899 


DAWSON  FROM  THE  MOOSHIDE  TRAIL 


THE  CLOSE  OF  DAY.  PHOTO  TAKEN  AT  MIDNIGHT 


A  STKEET  IN  DAWSON.  PHOTO  TAKEN  AT  MIDNIGHT 


SCENE  NEAR  THE  MOUTH  OF  BONANZA 


DAWSON  BY  THE  LIGHT  OF  AURORA  BOREALIS 


“  But  the  others,  the  men  of  my  mettle,  the  men  who 
would  ’stablish  my  fame, 

Unto  its  ultimate  issue,  winning  me  honor,  not  shame; 

Searching  my  uttermost  valleys,  fighting  each  step  as  they  go, 

Shooting  the  wrath  of  my  rapids,  scaling  my  ramparts  of 
snow; 

Ripping  the  guts  of  my  mountains,  looting  the  beds  of  my 
creeks, 

Them  will  I  take  to  my  bosom,  and  speak  as  a  mother 
speaks. 

I  am  the  land  that  listens,  I  am  the  land  that  broods ; 

Steeped  in  eternal  beauty,  crystalline  waters  and  woods. 

Long  have  I  waited  lonely,  shunned  as  a  thing  accurst, 

Monstrous,  moody,  pathetic,  the  last  of  the  lands  and  the 
first; 


Visioning  camp-fires  at  twilight,  sad  with  a  longing  forlorn, 

Feeling  my  womb  o’er-pregnant  with  the  seed  of  cities 
unborn. 

Wild  and  wide  are  my  borders,  stern  as  death  is  my  sway, 

And  I  wait  for  the  men  who  will  win  me — and  I  will  not 
be  won  in  a  day; 

And  I  will  not  be  won  by  weaklings,  subtile,  suave  and  mild, 

But  by  men  with  the  hearts  of  vikings,  and  the  simple  faith 
of  a  child; 

Desperate,  strong  and  resistless,  unthrottled  by  fear  or 
defeat, 

Them  will  I  gild  with  my  treasure,  them  will  I  glut  with 
my  meat.” 


From  “ The  Law  of  the  Yukon,”  by  Robert  W.  Service. 
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T  OF  AURORA  BOR 


GAUIS 


HUNTING  SCENES  FBOM  THE  YUKON 
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A  KLONDYKE  FARM  WITH  GREENHOUSES 


A  CHICKEN  RANCH  IN  THE  KLONDYKE 


A  DAWSON  RESIDENCE  AND  GARDEN 


A  SNOWSIIOE  PARTY  IN  THE  KLONDYKE 


KLONDYKE PRODUCTS 


PUBLIC  SCHOOL 


DAWSON  POST  OFFICE 
ARCTIC  BROTHERHOOD  BUILDING 


COURT  HOUSE 


ST.  PAUL’S  CHURCH 


CANADIAN  BANK  OF  COMMERCE 


ADMINISTRATION  BUILDING 


DAWSON 


ST.  ANDREW’S  CHURCH 


COMMISSIONER'S  RESIDENCE,  DAWSON,  Y.T. 


FIREHALL  IN  DAWSON 


ST.  MARY’S  HOSPITAL 


ROMAN  CATHOLIC  CHURCH,  DAWSON  FATHER  JUDGE 


FATHER  JUDGE 

By  ARNOLD  F.  GEORGE 


The  world  was  in  a  fever,  men  mad  with  tales  of  gold. 

Crowned  heads  were  raised  to  listen ;  and  timid  hearts  grew  cold ; 

And  college  savants  stopped  the  class — discussed  auriferous  sand, 

And  preachers  dropped  their  Bibles  for  the  journals  of  the  day. 

And  doctors  cheered  their  patients  with  the  tale  so  widely  told, 

Of  where  the  rushing  rivers  were  banked  by  banks  of  gold; 

And  bootblacks,  princes,  magnates,  restless  tossed  by  dreams  of  wealth, 
On  the  altar  to  Dame  Fortune  cast  their  youth,  their  fortunes,  health. 

By  Pelly  Banks,  past  Ramparts,  o’er  Chilcoot’s  stormy  height, 

The  snow  was  black  with  moving  men,  like  locusts  in  a  flight — 

An  exodus  more,  mighty  than  that  by  Moses  led — 

A  miracle  but  second  to  Elisha,  raven-fed. 

And  listening  to  their  speaking,  as  they  draw  their  loaded  sleds, 

With  ’feebled  frames  so  famine  pinched ;  and  note  their  low-bowed  heads : 
Not  one  but  deep  is  thinking — with  heart  as  black  as  night — 

How  he’ll  leave  the  other  fellow  by  his  prowess  and  his  might. 

How  he’ll  pass  him  in  the  night-time ;  how  he’ll  neither  eat  nor  sleep ; 
How  he’ll  get  there  first  “  by  Heaven,”  if  he  run  or  if  he  creep. 

Not  one  a  kindness  showing;  not  one  with  aught  to  spare, 

To  prove  the  God  in  human  nature — reciprocate  our  father’s  care. 

Not  one,  but  we  are  hasty.  See  yon  form  all  dressed  in  black; 

Sled  ropes  over  shoulders,  weakly  bended  back. 

Observe  that  halting  figure,  eyes  ablaze,  but  not  with  greed, 

Fearful— anxious — half  provided  with  the  goods  which  he  will  need. 

On  the  frozen,  darkened  river,  silent  wends  this  halting  form; 
Southward,  mile  by  mile  it  travels,  never  heeding  cold  or  storm ; 


On  that  face  a  holy  smiling — holy  purpose  in  that  heart; 

Not  a  gold-mine  he  is  after;  not  dreams  of  wealth  his  pulses  start. 

On  those  lips  a  prayer  is  trembling:  “  Grant  me  strength,  Lord,  for  my 
task, 

Thy  lost  sheep  I  fain  would  succor,  a  few  more  days  is  all  I  ask. 

Nerve  this  feeble,  falling  temple ;  gird  me,  Lord,  with  strength  Thine  own, 
Thine,  0  Lord,  the  glory  ever;  Thine,  O  Lord,  and  Thine  alone.” 

Then  with  strength  that’s  more  human,  Dawson  finds  him  there  at  last, 
Hundreds  sick  and  dying  round  him,  sands  of  life  are  ebbing  fast; 

In  a  tent  without  assistance,  moves  he  fast  from  man  to  man ; 

Knows  no  creed  and  knows  no  color,  be  he  black,  qr  white,  or  tan. 

Mines  of  Monte  Cristo  round  him — wealth  by  millions  to  be  had; 

Not  one  thought  of  earthly  treasure — for  the  gold  that  makes  men  mad ; 
Takes  healing  ungents,  wholesome  tonics,  soothing  potions  from  the  sled, 
He  is  cook  and  launderer,  nurse  and  doctor,  prays  for  the  sick,  inters 
the  dead. 

See  those  buildings  rise  around  him — five  hundred  beds  and  each  one 
filled; 

See  him  give  his  life  for  sick  ones,  day  or  night  when  all  is  stilled ; 

On  his  couch  a  moment  lying,  but  no  sleep  for  wearied  eyes ; 

See  him  sink  at  last  exhausted — welcome  rest — the  good  man  dies. 

Died!  Yes,  dead;  and  how  we  miss  him,  miss  his  heartsome,  cheery 
voice ; 

Miss  this  simple,  earnest  Christian,  over  whom  the  saints  rejoice. 

Priest  he  was,  but  more  than  priestly ;  man  he  was,  but  more  than  man ; 
Christ-taught  pity  played  his  heartstrings—  fill  his  place  no  other  can. 


HOaUl  553HT/^ 

30SI0H0  .3  CTJOWilA  Y0 

■/ -Jtt-  MJf  • 


;  tiBad  iBrii  ni  Moqinq  (lori — gnilixaa  ylori  £  90b1  isd;  nO 
,  fr  q  aid  riiiBjw  lo  anmaib  Jon  ;iallfi  ai  9ri  anim-blog  b  loW 

>n  ^naila  sen  JnsiO  **  :gniidmail  si  laymq  b  aqil  aaodi  nO 

ii  «riaBl 

.riss  I  Its  jfcgvTO'  -atom  W9l  b  ,iooa«a  bluow  nial  I  qeada  laoi  ^riT 
q?  ails  x$iw  , bio J  ,arn  biig  ;  alqmat  gniiinl  ,ald9al  eirfl  aviaW 
'b  aniriT  be b  ,?vroJ  0  5auiriT  ;ia\ra  yiolg  aril  < bio J  0  t9fiiriT 

JW[ft  aid  Bfcprft  toav/nG  qsmnri  aioin  e'ifirfl  dlgneila  riliw  n9riT 

b!  .  nkbraia  aid  la  abnBa  ,n4ld  bmioi  gnryb  bxid  itefe  abaibnnH 

jDBm  oi  ;ii£xn  moil  labl  ad  2:ivora  .sonslaisafi  luodliw  Inal  a  ni 

.nsl  io  .aliriw  ij>  (SobM  arT  a?  (ioloa  on'  awouri  bna  baaxa  on  awonX 

;bBd  ad  ol  anoillim  yd  rillsaw  mid  bnrroi  oiahO  alrtoM  lo  89niM 
;  berri  narn  89dBin  l£ril  blog  aril  ioI  axnaBSil  ylrilisa  lo  Jdguoril  sno  loW 

,bala  an!  moil  anoftpq  gni^ot*:  (3amol  amoaaforiw  .alnagnn  gnilaad  aadaT 

siatcii  ,itoia  adl  ioI  i&y£iq‘  ,idraOD  bn£  aamn  ,iaiabriu£i  bna  dooa  si  aH 

.bsab  9ril 

ano  daaa  bnB  abad  baibnuri  avd — mid  bnuoiB  sail  agnibtind  aaorU  99S 

•balift 

;  b9llita  ai  11b  nadw  Irigin  io  y£b  ,aano  riaia  lol  alii  aid  avig  xntd  aa3 
;aa\(9  baiiB9W  ioI  q9ala  on  Ind  ,gniyl  Inamom  b  riauoo  aixi  nO 
.aaib  nam  boog  aril  laai  amoalaw — balanBrix9  Iasi  IB  rinia  mid  998 

yi99rio  (amoali£ari  aid  aaim  ,mid  aaim  aw  wori  bnB  ;bsab  ,aaY  !  b^iCT 

;  9oiov 

.aoiotai  alniBa  adl  moriw  isvo  ,n£ilahriO  la9niBa  ,9lqrrtia  airilaaiM 
;  ri£m  rifidl  aiom  Ind  ,aBW  ad  nsm  jyllaaiiq  nfiril  aiom  Ind  taBW  axi  leaM 
,n£0  i9rilo  on  safilq  aid  iid  agnhlaii£9ri  aid  bayblq  yliq  IdgnBl-lahriO 


-blog  lo  sale!  riliw  bem  a  am  ,1979!  a  ni  arito  biiow  ariT 
;Mo  waig  all  sari  oimit  bud  jnalaii  ol  baaiBi  9iaw  ab$ari;:ben7/oi3 
,bn£a  anoiaihnB  baaenoajb  -fafilq  adl  baqqola  aiixBVas  agisdloo  bn  A 

.YBb  adl  lo  alBrtmo.t  adl  ioI  axIdiS  liadl  baqqoib  aiadoB9iq  bnA 

,blol  ifiabiw  c^nslal  adl  dliw  slnailaq  liaflU  beiaadaraiolaob  bn  A 
;bfog  1<j  adr^d  yd  badiind  9iaw  aiavh  gnidam  qdt  aiariw  10 
,dllBaw  lo  aniBam  \d  baaaol  aaallaai  ,ea  Bngsm  fE90  aiiq  \idDald  lood  bn  A 
.riliBari  ,aannliol  ixadl  (dlno^  nisril  lasa  9nulio1  amtO  o^obIIb  9rii  nO 

tldqiad  vmiota  a’loordidO  ia'o  ,al”BqmB5T  lasq  <3ifllBa  ■vf.aa 
—  tdgift  b  ni  alanaol  ad).'  mam  gnivom  rftiw  daeid  asw  wona  adT 
-  bal  0kom'X/i  ladl  nxidl  Yldgim  4aicun  auboxa  nA 
.bal-navBi  ,Briail?I  ol  bnooaa  ind  aJbsiim  A 

,3b^a  babnol  ixarii  wbib  ^aril  8B  .gnidnaqa  liaril  pt|»ni  Jki  bnA 
:  abfiari  bawod-woi  iiaril  alon  baa  ;  badoniq  aqirttisi  oa  aaniBtl balddal'  riliW 
-  Irigin  as  dofitd  as  JiBdd  ritiw  -  gniiTnidl  ai  qasb  Ind^  sno  loW 

.Irigim  aidfbhB  esa^oiq  aid  vd  wollal  i9dlo  9dl  ay*.a I  Q*9d  woH 

■ 

jqaala  ion  Isa  ladtidil  /Pad  wori  ;  amil-ldgin  aril  ni  raid  3^tBq  fl'ad  woH 
qa9ia  ad  li  io  nm  ad  li  'qnaVBaH  -(d^*  laid  aiarif  ii’ad  woH 
,aiBqa  ol  Idgufi  riliw  ano  Ion  ;gniwoda  aaanbmd  b  900  loW 
.aiB3  a'ladlBl  ino  alBaoxqiaai  aiulfin  nBa»nri  ni  boO  aril  avoiq  oT 

jdajald  ni  bsaaaib  IIb  miol  rtoy  aa8  .^lafiri  am  aw  Jud  ,9no  loW 
.riasd  babnad  ^Weaw  ,8iabiuoda  iavo  aaqoi  baI8 
tbaaig  dliw  Ion  lud  ,9SBldB  aa^a  (9ixxgd  gnilfad  Isril  aviaadO 
.ba9n  Miw  ad  doiriw  aboog  aril  riliw  babivoiq  Had— anoitnB  inliBal 

jmiol  gnillnd  sidi  abnaw  Inaiia  ,iav:i  banariifib  cnasoil  adl  nO 
;miola  io  bioa  gnibaad  1979a  ,2i9YBil  li  aiim  yd  alim  ,bifiwrilno8 


.7 


TRESTLE,  KLONDYKE  MINES  RAILWAY 


COAL  CREEK  RAILWAY 


STAGE  LINE  BETWEEN  DAWSON  AND  CREEKS 


A  MINER'S  HOME 


Have  you  gazed  on  naked  grandeur  where  there’s  nothing 
else  to  gaze  on, 

Set  pieces  and  drop-curtain  scenes  galore, 

Big  mountains  heaved  to  heaven,  which  the  blinding  sun¬ 
sets  blazon, 

Black  canyons  where  the  rapids  rip  and  roar? 

Have  you  swept  the  visioned  valley  with  the  green  stream 
streaking  through  it, 

Searched  the  Vastness  for  a  something  you  have  lost? 
Have  you  strung  your  soul  to  silence?  Then  for  God’s 
sake  go  and  do  it; 

Hear  the  challenge,  learn  the  lesson,  pay  the  cost. 


They  have  cradled  you  in  custom,  they  have  primed  you 
with  their  preaching, 

They  have  soaked  you  in  convention  through  and  through ; 

They  have  put  you  in  a  showcase;  you’re  a  credit  to  their 
teaching — 

But  can’t  you  hear  the  wild? — it’s  calling  you. 

Let  us  probe  the  silent  places,  let  us  seek  what  luck  be¬ 
tide  us; 

Let  us  journey  to  a  lonely  land  I  know. 

There’s  a  whisper  on  the  night-wind,  there’s  a  star  agleam 
to  guide  us, 

And  the  wild  is  calling,  calling  ...  let  us  go. 


From  “ The  Call  of  the  Wild,”  by  Robert  W.  Service. 
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A  V  IN  Kirs  HOME 
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Y.  G.  CO. 


Y.  G.  CO. 


A  LARGE  SIZED  DUMP 


SPRING  SLUICING  OF  A  DUMP 


DREDGE  NO.  1  AT  BEAR  CREEK 


AN  ELECTRIC  HOIST  ON  30  BELOW,  BONANZA,  Y.  G.  CO. 
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I  wanted  the  gold,  and  I  sought  it; 

I  scrabbled  and  mucked  like  a  slave. 
Was  it  famine  or  scurvy— I  fought  it; 

I  hurled  my  youth  into  a  grave. 

I  wanted  the  gold  and  I  got  it — 

Came  out  with  a  fortune  last  fall, — 

Yet  somehow  life’s  not  what  I  thought  it, 
And  somehow  the  gold  isn’t  all. 


No!  There’s  the  land.  (Have  you  seen  it?) 

It’s  the  cussedest  land  that  I  know, 

From  the  big,  dizzy  mountains  that  screen  it, 
To  the  deep,  deathlike  valleys  below. 

Some  say  God  was  tired  when  He  made  it; 

Some  say  it’s  a  fine  land  to  shun; 

Maybe:  but  there’s  some  as  would  trade  it 
For  no  land  on  earth — and  I’m  one. 


From  “The  Spell  of  the  Yukon,” 


by  Robert  W.  Service. 
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